CHAPTER XV
VOLTAIRE
*M. DE VOLTAIRE,' said I, 'this is the proudest day cf my
life. I have been your pupil for twenty years, and my heart
rejoices to see my master.'
'Sir, honour me in the same way for another twenty years,
and at the end of that time bring me my fees/
'Most willingly, if you will promise to wait for me.'
This Voltairean sally raised a laugh, but I was not put
out of countenance. I expected some such speech, and I
was on the look out for my revenge.
Some one then presented to him his recently arrived Eng-
lishmen.
'English, are they?' said Voltairej 'I wish I was.'
I thought the compliment mistaken, for the Englishmen
must needs express the wish that they were French; and it
is allowable surely for a man to put his own nation first
when it comes to choosing.
Voltaire spoke to me again, saying that as I was Venetian,
I must know Count Algarotti.
'I knew him in Padua seven years ago, and what most
attracted me in him was his professed admiration of M. de
Voltaire.'
'You flatter me; but surely his claim to general esteem
does not rest on the fact of his admiring any particular
person?'
'That is how he made his name. He constituted himself
an admirer of Newten, and made it possible for ladies to
talk learnedly about light. He has not succeeded as com-
pletely as de Fontenelle in his Plurality of Worlds, still he
has succeeded.'
189